1I2                          SIR PHILIP SIDNEY

If I but stars upon mine armour bear,
Sick, thirsty, glad (though but of empty glass),
Your moral notes straight rny hid meaning tear
From out my ribs, and puffing proves that I
Do Stella love: fools, who doth it deny?
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UNHAPPY sight, and hath she vanisht by
So near, in so good time, so free a place ?
Dead glass, dost thou thy object so embrace
As what my heart still sees thou canst not spy?
I swear, by her I love and lack, that I
Was not in fault who bent thy dazzling race
Only unto the heaven of Stella's face,
Counting but dust what in the way did lie.
But cease, mine eyes, your tears do witness well
That you, guiltless thereof, your nectar miss*d:
Curst be the page from whom the bad torch fell:
Curst be the night which did your strife resist:
Curst be the coachman that did drive so fast,
With no less curse than absence makes me taste.
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O ABSENT presence!    Stella is not here.

False-flattering hope, that with so fair a fact

Bare me in hand, that in this orphan place

Stella, I say my Stella, should appear:

What sayst thou now? where is that dainty cheer

Thou told'st mine eyes should help their famisht case?

But thou art gone, now that self-felt disgrace

Doth make me most to wish thy comfort near.

But here I do store of fair ladies meet

Who may with charm of conversation sweet

Make in my heavy mould new thoughts to grow.

Sure they prevail as much with me as he

That bad his friend, but then new-maira'd, to be

Mexry with him, and so forget his woe.
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STELLA, since thou so right a princess art
Of all the powers which life bestows .on me.
That ere by them aught undertaken be
They first resort unto that sovereign part,